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Crafty Kraken 
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Jai Alai IPA (draft) $5.75 
 
After a gap of 16 months, the Hopping resumes.  Some medical poppycock 
threatened to deprive me of my hoplihood, but a fresh determination 
coupled with a strong dose of denial -- along with the realization that there 
are a whole lotta new bars to hop -- has revived my ongoing quest. So, like 
a phoenix from his ashes, but, hopefully less smelly, Hops hops onward... 
 
...and hops right into Crafty Kraken, in the same building that once housed 
Krawl Off Duval (#3). Hard to believe that was more than five years 
ago.  Three Olympics have happened since then -- two winter and one 
summer.  We have a new President.  I was five years younger.  So were 
you.  Fifteen of the 100 bars that comprised the Peace, Love & IPA Tour 
have vanished from the K-Dub landscape, including three of my first five: 
the aforementioned Krawl, Finnegan's Wake (#5), and, most recently (sob) 
The Lazy Gecko (#2).   
 
But, so it all goes.  We're livin' in the now, toots, so let's live it good. 
Someday we all gonna be gone too.  
 
So, Crafty Kraken.  Gotta like the name.  I don't think too many places have 
been named after that humongous mythical boat-swallowing octopus. Maybe 
a church or two, or a daycare center, but that's about all.  
 
And the alliteration-that-isn't, that's a cool touch too.  I bet there were 
discussions -- perhaps arguments, perhaps fights, perhaps criminal acts -- 
over the use of Krafty versus Crafty.  The K-K draw must have been strong, 
but I'm glad they chose the C-K alliteration.  This way, nobody looks at the 
sign and says, "Hey, the fidiots don't know how to spell 'crafty'!"  Annnd, 
folks are less likely to mistake the place for a cheese shop. You do not need 
any quesophiles traipsing into your bar trying to score some Kraft's mac-n-
chee.  Damn traipsers.  
 



I don't think the kraken was a purple beast, as she appears on the sign.  
More a beast-colored beast.  Coulda been purple, though.  I mean, why 
would such a gargantuan creature need to evolve with any kind of 
camouflage?  Does it need to hide from anything?  Is it gonna sneak up on 
anything?  Nothin’ subtle about a kraken. 
 
But purple is friendlier than beast-color.  Same premise behind Barney the 
dinosaur.  That’s why he only got that lame role in Jurassic Park III.  And 
purple is Thayer's favorite color!  She always liked the purple dancing bear 
the best.  So, while it’s probably not historically accurate, it is better for 
business.  Getting hugged by a purple kraken would be cozy-cuddly.  The 
beast-colored beast would swallow you whole. 
 
Anywayyyyy, the resumption of the Keep On Hoppin' Tour had been on my 
mind of late, and Crafty Kraken was part of the lure. I had rolled downtown 
on Trekko The Wonder Bike mainly to catch the last bit of the Lobster Fest 
street fair.  I had no intention of buying anything, nor of eating any lobster, 
but a party's a party, and I do like parties.   
 
Lobster Fest always seems to fall on the hottest day of the summer, and this 
year was no exception.  I've done a few stints in a Hemingway Days Street 
Fair tent, and, believe me, it makes for a long, withering day.  That sun 
cooks the pavement and radiates off the building facades, and you are just 
trapped in the broiler.  Those who come down to stroll the street get hot too, 
but at least they can flee to the inside of an AC'ed store or bar whenever 
they want. Still, strolling around under that hot sun, your translucent plastic 
cup of beer gets mighty warm mighty fast.  
 
So, the nighttime stroll quickly became my preference.  And that brings me 
to the here and now.   
 
I parked Trekko on the 600 block and headed down the hill toward the 
Fair.  I saw on Facebook that a friend was doing some barkeep shifts at CK, 
so I thought I'd detour the quarter-block up Southard, take a peek and see if 
I might catch her on duty.  A one-second look was enough to determine that 
she was not workin’ tonight, so I began to turn back to Duval.  
 
But then I caught the music.  My mind had been elsewhere as I approached, 
but it must have rejoined me as I started away, and my mind does like live 
music.  My mind whispered, "Yo, Hopper, open yer frickin' ears and give a 
listen."   
 
I did.  Sounded good.  I gave a look too.  A young guy was solo on acoustic 
guitar, sittin' on the far end of the porch, just strummin' and croonin' away. 



"Yo, Hopper," my mind continued, "that sounds like some fine accompani-
ment to a cold beer, duddinit?" 
 
I agreed that it dud, so I about-faced and walked on inside to fetch me one. 
 
Like most other hops in previously-hopped locations, it was hard not to 
compare. Especially when the layout is unchanged:  bar on the back end of 
the square room, a few 
tall tables with tall seats, 
and even a fish tank on a 
short table against the 
wall.  It was a fresh look, 
though, even with all that 
sameness.  Krawl had 
been a bright place.  
Kraken took the edge off 
that with some nice dark 
tones.   
 
I've told you many times 
that I dig dark wood.  
Places like Berlin's (#184) 
and Finnegan’s Wake 
(#5) just enclosed me in this big mahogany embrace.  This place didn't go 
to that extreme, but the dark-stained wooden beams that cross the ceiling 
are dang cool. The chairs are dark wood, so is the trim around the doors and 
windows, the handrail to the upstairs bathroom, and much of the bar top, as 
well.  
 
Adding to the dark motif is the big kraken painted on the side wall, in deep 

blues and, of course, purples.  
 
Purple Rain was a great song.  The late 
George Victory did a fantastic job on that 
one.  RIP, my friend.  Many good hours 
diggin’ on his guitar licks. 
 
Purple Haze was a classic tune too. I 
can't believe some morons actually 
thought that Jimi sang, "'scuse me while I 
kiss this guy."  Dumbasses. 

 
The CK fish tank needs help.  Well, the tank is OK, I guess -- it's lit up kinda 
purplish too, and is a nice accessory -- but there were just two tiny fish in 



it.  Poor little things looked so lost and lonely. Must suck being contained in 
a tank, and only existing so people can say you're pretty – compliments 
which you probably can't even hear anyway -- but if you have a couple 
dozen friends to swim around with, it's gotta be a little better, right?  With 
only one other fish, you'd run out of things to talk about real fast. And what 
if they didn't like each other?  Ugh. 
 
The left half of the six-stool bar was full, but 
the right half was empty, so I veered that 
way.  There was a lobster hat on the bar.  
One of those stupid felt things that foolish 
people tie onto their heads on this one day 
of the year.  Hard to believe such a 
treasured item had been left behind. 
 
It (the hat) seemed to have his half of the 
bar cowed, though.  Nobody was anywhere 
near it.  They were all crowded at the other end.  I was not daunted, 
however, bellying right up in front of its goofy glare.  
 
Bryce Harper was behind the bar.  OK, it wasn't really the star slugger of the 
Washington Nationals, but he bore enough resemblance in fitness, beard, 
and face that I named him that right away.  He saw me perusing the taps 
and took that as his cue to rattle off the pertinent facts about each one. 

About a second after he started, I saw 
the Jai Alai tap and knew that was 
what I wanted, but I politely let him 
do his thing.  I got the impression 
that he was new and kinda needed 
the practice.  I was the perfect 
customer to practice on since (a) I 
didn't give a hoot, and (b) I already 
knew a lot of it anyway.   
 
I could have been a nightmare, 
though, just as a zoo, asking for 

details about each brew -- who makes it, where is their brewery, what’s the 
ABV, do you know what kind of hops they use -- and then order a Bud Light. 
 
At the moment, I intended to get the beer to go so I could wander back out 
to Duval, whenever I felt like it, to mingle among the remaining Lobster Fest 
revelers.  But Bryce’s spiel threw me a curve and I forgot to ask for a 
traveler.  At that point, it would have been a real douchebag thing to do to 
ask him to pour it from the nice cold glass into a plastic cup so I could get 



the fugoutahere.  Besides, it was a comfortable enough barstool I was on, 
and the other nine people here all seemed pretty chill.   
 
And, oh yeah, there was live entertainment!  That’s why I came in.  Duh.  

My Hopping instincts have clearly fogged.   
 
It’s a very small place here, so I would've 
had to wonder where they'd fit an enter- 
tainer and his gear.  But, simple enough: 
put him outside on the front porch.  That 
may sound a little cruel -- yeah, you can 
play, but do it out there -- but it works out 
well enough.   
 
The entrance to the bar is in the center of 
the porch, but there is another full doorway 
to the left, and the singer was seated right 
in front of that doorway.  We could all see 
and hear him just fine, and he had the extra 
audience of passers-by, both vehicular and 
pedestrian. He was the deciding factor in 
bringing me in – and reviving the KOH Tour 
– and I doubt I’m the only one. 

 
He wasn’t Caffeine Carl or Nick Norman or Joal 
Rush or some other KW headliner, but I 
thought he was purdy good.  I’d say he was 
two or three years out of KWHS.  It looked 
like a girl friend or a girlfriend was out there 
with him, taking a few pics and enjoying his 
show.   
 
I did not catch his name – I dubbed him 
Danny D, just cuz he kinda looks like a Danny 
D that I once knew -- but I know I’d seen him 
down at the Mallory Square Sunset Celebra-
tion a couple of times.  Yes, I’m one of the few 
locals who actually still goes to Mallory for 
sundown once in a while, especially after I got 
my new camera and wanted to mess around 
with some cool afterglow shots, and experi-
ment with f-stops, f-goes, and various 
exposures, decent and otherwise.  Like I said, 



I like a party.  You don’t tour 271 bars if you don’t like a party. 
 
So, yeah, I noticed Danny D plucking away amid the Mallory swarm.  He was 
seated on a little chair, hoping to be heard while a few hundred people 
walked on by, almost stepping on him, paying him little heed and muffling 
his sounds.  It did not look like a very encouraging situation for an aspiring 
musician.  Must be pretty hard to hold an audience there if you’re not 
juggling fire. 
 
But here at Crafty Kraken, he had found a niche, at least for the moment.  
His first few songs were quite good.  Guitar was spot-on and his voice was 

smooth and clear and true.  The party of 
three at the center table and I gave him 
applause for his efforts.  But then Danny D 
reached just a teench too far when he played 
a little more up-tempo tune.  The extremes 
were just a bit out of his wheelhouse – a 
shade too high and a tick too loud -- and he 
got a tad screechy.  Totally forgivable, of 
course.  Young dude gotta find his comfort 
zone and learn how far he can push it.  I 

forget what singer said it, but some famous vocalist once said in an 
interview that his key to success was never stepping over those lines; if the 
song had notes he couldn’t nail, he just changed the notes to suit his pipes. 
 
A customer in a wide-brimmed hat came up and asked our friendly barkeep 
for a gin-and-tonic.  Bryce gave him the word that liquor was a no-go, and 
they were waiting till season to hopefully roll it out then.   
 
Hat Guy changed his tack and asked about high-gravity beers.  The word 
“gravity” threw Bryce off just a bit – most people ask for high-ABV or high-
alcohol beers, I assume – and he hesitated.  At that point, a thin woman 
sitting three stools down from me interjected, naming a beer and quoting it’s 
9.2% ABV.  Bryce immediately gave it the oh ya, of course nod, and got one 
out of the fridge.  I gotta assume that the thin woman works here too and 
was either training or casually overseeing the newer staff member. 
 
The beer was Fin Du Monde, an award-winning Belgian-style golden ale from 
Canada.  He tasted it, showed his approval and began to mouth the name of 
it, as if practicing the name so he could tell others.  He said something about 
it having something to do with sharks or fish.  Huh??  Ohhh, “fin.”  Ya.  I had 
to fill him in. 
 
“End of the World,” I offered. 



 
“What’s that? 
 
“The name, it’s French for ‘End of the World’.”   
 
“Ohhh.”  Then a look that said that’s a fuktup name for a beer. 
 
“I guess if the world was ending, this is what you’d want to be drinking.  
Maybe?  Ha.”   
 
He chuckled, joined his buds at the center table, and started explaining it all 
to them.  They promptly raised a toast to the End of the World.  I wasn’t 
sure that was such a good idea. 
 
Pretty soon thereafter, my Jai Alai ran dry-dry, and as I put the empty glass 
back on the bar, the lobster hat stared at me as if to say, I thought you 
were going to check out my Fest.  Oh yeah, hey, thanks, stupid hat.  I guess 
you serve a purpose, after all. 
 
I gave Bryce a nod and a $1.25 tip, thumb-upped Danny D, and sauntered 
off to Duval, very glad to be back on the Hop horse. 
 

 
 


